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“IT Lovep a Nurse. Sue Was BeautiruLt, Bitty, BeEautirut—But I Founp Out Her Name Was Smirn!” 


Just Smith 


By Warren Woopaurr Lewis 


Illustrated by Rupo_pH TANDLER 


AVE you ever noticed how a man with an 
unusual name jumps if he hears it unex- 
pectedly spoken in public? But mention 
Smith, Brown, Green, or any other of our 
good old titles, and they don’t create any 

more impression than the minister’s prayer at the 
annual Sunday school picnic. 

With an unusual name it’s different. People crane 
their necks to catch a glimpse of the man who owns it, 
but the common name produces a different action. 
A Smith will do a Smith to death any day in the week, 
while a Brown would strangle a Brown. But take a 
Snicker, for instance, and he’ll go five miles out of his 
way to grab another Snicker’s hand and buy him a 


drink. 


I was standing in the lobby of the Waldorf-Astoria. 


one night trying to get an interview with the chairman 
of the Shoelace Manufacturers’ annual convention, 
when I heard the clerk exclaim: 

“Snicker? Awfully glad to know you, Mr. Snicker. 
Something with a bath for nine and a half? Yes, sir. 
By the way, there’s a Mr. Henry G. Snicker of South 
Norwalk, Connecticut, here. Any relation?” 

Immediately Mr. Percy P.—that was the other 
Snicker’s name—became interested. 

“Can’t say that there is,” he said, 
“but I’d like to meet him.” 

With another member of the 
Snicker family under the same roof, 
Percy P. didn’t lose any time getting 
back to the lobby, and here is the 
way I figured that they spent the 
evening: Snicker probably set up 
drinks for Snicker, and then Snicker 
set em up for Snicker. After they 
finished oiling their interior machin- 
ery, they hunted out a quiet spot in 
the men’s grili and compared families. 
Snicker’s folks were originally from 
Ireland. I’m now alluding to the 


Percy P. branch of the tree. The His Name Is Situ 





other Snickers—the Henry G. element—came from 
England. Well, yes, there’s a possibility that the Irish 
Snickers had originally migrated from England. (The 
waiter brings two more with foam on.) After that they 
get down to personalities. Great sportsmen, those old 
Snickers! Yes, sir, Grandfather Snicker could ride with 
the best of them. He had the finest stable in Ireland. 
A remarkatle judge of horseflesh—and he knew a little 
about dogflesh and catflesh in the bargain. Distance? 
Nothing. Compare blood-ties with railroad-ties and 
Frisco and South Norwalk are in the same township. 
By all means bring Mrs. Snicker out—and the children. 
A month at the very least. So much for the Snickers. 

Now take the Jackson family. There are a lot of 
Jacksons on this flossy globe, but they don’t seem to 
hate each other the way the Smiths do. A hostess can 
introduce Mrs. Picketfence Jackson to Mrs. Barbwire 
Jackson, and the two ladies spend a happy afternoon 
trying to alibi themselves for a share in the famous 
career of one “Stonewall.” There’s nothing impetuous 
in their friendship, but a name in common helps ‘vIrs. 
Picketfence to get the lemon for her tea before Mrs. 
Barbwire has squeezed it dry. 

These things I mused upon, and I prayed for the 
day when the Smith fam "'y might be- 
come reconciled and bury the gas 
mask. But any way you look at it, 
there doesn’t seem to be much chance. 
If you would retain the good-will of 
your friend Smith, never ask him if he 
is related to the Smith you met at the 
stag smoker last night. If he doesn’t 
shoot you on the spot, he’ll at least 
cross your name off the list of “those 
whom he owes.” 

I went to school with a boy named 
John Smith. Every time we read 
about John Smith and Pocahontas 
the other children used to look at 
John and laugh. 

After grade school John sneaked 
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his way through high school and then John Smith, 5r., 
shipped him off to college. His father wanted him to be 
a doctor, thinking “John Smith, M.D.”, would look 
good in gilt letters. I think it ought to, myself. If 


practice makes perfect, “John 


he was driving Mrs. Smith through 
the park. I was out covering a 
special story for my paper and didn’t 
have time to accept John’s invita- 
tion to take a ride, but we stopped 
for a few minutes to talk over old 
times. 

Mrs. Smith was a nice little per- 
son and after John told her what 
lifelong friends we had been, he left 
the machine and linked his arm in 
mine, drawing me a few steps away. 

“What do you think of my 
wife?” he asked. 

“Why,” I said, not knowing ex- 
actly what John meant, “I think 
she’s a mighty nice-looking little girl. 
She’s about the model I would like 
if I ever got mortgaged myself. 
How did you meet her?”’ 

“You’re my best friend,” said 
John. “Tl tell you something. 
She’s not the girl of my choice.” 

I arched my eyebrows in surprise. 

“No,” said John. “I loved a 
nurse. I used to see her in the hos- 
pital every day. Finally we got so 
friendly we used to stop for a chat 
before she left the ward. She was 
beautiful, Billy, beautiful... ” 

“Well?” I asked. 

“T discovered that her name was Smith,” said John, 
releasing the brakes as he leaped into the machine. 
“See you later.” 

The “later” came one morning when I was filling 








Smith, M.D.’’, ought to look clas 
on a shingle by this time. 

But to get back to John. With 
a dint of perseverance he wormed 
his way through college and then 
hired out as an intern in a hospital. 
About every fourth patient they 
brought in was a Smith. One day I 
met John in the park. 

“Feeling good, Doc?” I asked 
pleasantly. 

“Not so good,” John answered. 

“Don’t let me pry into your 
private affairs,” I said, “but tell me 
what it is. Maybe I can help.” 

“No, you can’t help,” said John. 
“It’s the same old complaint. Too 
much Smith.” 

I tried to laugh him out of hi 
mood and offered to buy a drink. 

“Can't,” said John. “I’m on 
my way to attend a case of 
measles. Family’s name is Smith. 
Darn ’em, I hope they croak.” 

Several months passed before | 














saw John again. The day I met him 
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TuHerr First Grizzty BEAR 


in during the absence of our regular court reporter. 
There was a long line of panhandlers in the pen, when 
John came in, followed by his lawyer. I couldn’t speak 
to him then, but we exchanged a nod of greeting, and I 
fell to wondering what had brought John within the 
range of the law. 

The judge was in an angry mood that morning. A 
seedy-looking bum got six months. The next was a 
man who said he had been out of work a year. 

“ll find work for you,” said the judge. “One year 
on the Island.” 

I looked over at John and saw he was whispering 
nervously with his lawyer. 

The judge pounded for order. 

“Next,” he bellowed. 

The cle:k droned off John’s name and the nature of 
his case. John had struck a little girl while driving his 
machine through the park. 
About the only place that John 
ever drove was in the park. 
He was too nervous to attempt 
travel in heavier traffic. 

His lawyer stood up and 
addressed the judge. 

“Your honor,” he said, 
“my client, Dr. John Smith, is 
a reputable citizen. I am sure 
that his own truthful state- 
ment will convince you of his 
innocence.” 

Then the lawyer pulled 
John out of his chair and 
shoved him forward. John 
stuttered a few minutes and 
then told how the accident 
happened, but the scratching 
of the judge’s pen was the onl) 
thing that broke the silence of 
the room. 

“License suspended and 
$100 fine,” he said. “Next Drawn by B.H. Saxvens 


case.” Tue SpeciaL TABLE 





When John and his lawyer left the room I hurried 
out after them. 

“The old hoodoo is certainly after me,” said John. 
“The kid ran in front of the machine before I could stop 
it. Her name was Smith.” 

I tried to comfort him with a few words, but it was 
useless. 

“T don’t mind the fine so much,” he said, “but I 
hate to lose my license. That judge didn’t seem to have 
much sympathy for anybody this morning. Is he a new 
judge?” 

*“No, he’s an old-cimer, John,” I said. ‘“He’s been 
on the bench several years. His name is Smith.” 


Worse 
Willis—In the Greek Hades a man is punished by being 
obliged to roll a heavy rock to the top of the hill. 
Gillis—That’s too easy. Why 
didn’t they make him push his 
car to the nearest garage? 


A Mean Rejoinder 
Great Editor — Yes, sir, we 
employ a man in our office just 
to get things into the paper that 
are absolutely correct. 
“Have you ever tried to print 
any of his things?” 


The Dismal Association 

The guests were speaking of 
Grant’s Tomb. ‘Have you ever 
seen it?’ one of them turned to 
her hostess. 

“I’m not sure. It seems to me 
I have, though.”’ Mrs. Thornton 
looked puzzled. “In my mind it 
has some very dismal association. 
Paul, where did we see Grant’s 
Tomb?” she turned to her husband. 

“On our wedding trip,” was 
the quiet response. 
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Poor Little ‘‘Sue Betty”’ 
By Don Hero.p 
Iliuminated by Tue Avtuor 


OME of our friends have just named their new 
S baby “Sue Betty,” and I am wondering if God is 

not wondering what is going to become of it with 
shipping directions like that. I admit that, for a while, 
“Sue Betty” will do just as well as any other name. 
But when the child has grown older,. when it has 
reached the age of, say, three or four days, alas and 
alas! Then, the name will begin to work on the child’s 
character, and it is apt to be a Sue Betty for the rest 
of its life. At twenty-three it will be a chocolate 
eater, a baby-talker, a handerkerchiet hemstitcher, 
a young woman who reads cute anecdotes on the funny 
pages of women’s magazines and repeats them with 
dialect to her young men visitors! And the young 
men will flee her like poison, or one of them is apt to 
marry her—much worse! 

Poor little Sue Betty! 

Better far that your parents had hung something 


like “Maude” on your young frame! Just plain 
single-barreled “Maude.” Who started this style of 
giving babies double-header names, anyway? “Pris- 


cilla Ruth,” “Luetta Lucile,” “Aurelia Jean,” “Nelda 
Belle,” “Satah Anna,” and “Clara Caroline” are a 
few in our block. All are helpless little children now! 
Oh, | cannot bear to see little children suffer! 

There are just two hopes for Sue Betty. One of 
them is that she will grow up to be a healthy, husky 
young woman, one who can climb a tree, or halve 
an apple with her bare hands, and that her college 
chums will call her “Lizzie.” There is that one re- 
deeming possibility in the word “Betty.” Betty 
Elizabeth—Lizzie. Surely resourceful college girls 
can be depended on to evolute Betty into Lizzie—if 
Betty just has ‘the health! 

The other hope for Sue Betty is that some day she 
will run away from home, fly from the parents who 
crippled her with such a name, and become a creature 
of the theater or of the films, and—yes, better that 
“Sue Betty”—take a name with hell-fire in it; some 
such name as Damna Dareall, or Riska Lott, or Dora 
Dietrying. 

Luck to you, little Sue Betty! But there is not 
much use wishing you luck. I am afraid you are a 
goner. 


Smoke 
By Perriron Maxwe tu 


HE boss came down to the office with a six-cyl- 
inder grouch born of a too hasty breakfast and 
the missing of his usual train to town. He had 

slammed open his roll-top desk before he noticed, 
nestling on the slide-rest, a tiny, clumsily wrapped 
parcel bearing his scarcely decipherable name in pen- 
ciled hieroglyphics. 

It was the boss’s birthday, but he had forgotten 
the fact. The office boy had not forgotten it; he had 
heard the boss’s wife mention the date a full week 
before. It is a weird and unheard-of thing, but 
the office boy was exceedingly fond of his boss. 
The little parcel was the worshipper’s tribute to 
his idol. 

More than once the office boy had heard the boss 
say that the only presents he cared to receive were 
cigars, and that he never smoked anything but the “ten- 
cent straight” kind. The office boy had been vastly 
troubled lest the boss might not like his gift. When 
the boss opened the little parcel he disclosed a poor, 
pale cylinder of tobacco encircled with a huge and 
gaudy band. It was plainly a nickel cigar. 

“Huh,” he grunted as his eye lit upon a slip of 
paper tucked in the wrapping. On it was scrawled: 

“deer boss many hapy Returns off the day i 
didnt by a ten senter becaws i ony had a nickul— 
tommy.” 

There was a queer look in the boss’s eyes as he care- 
fully clipped off the end of the cigar and lit a match, 
applying the blaze with meticulous exactitude. Crit- 
ically he savored the flavor of the smoke as he expelled 
it in a thin line ceilingward. 

“By golly,” he commented softly, “I didn’t know 
they made such corking five-cent cigars.” 
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HE was seventeen. 
She was ascending, with her lit- 
tle, blonde friend, to the thirty- 
second story, where the studio of 


the great artist was. Her cheeks 
were flushed like very red roses. Her 
heart was beating madly. 

There flashed before her again, in 
lights of white and scarlet, the scene of 
three nights before up there—her first 
studio party. She had gone to sit alone 
q ona neo-antique bench at one end of che 
room. She was becoming just a tiny bi 
frightenc?. Everybody was drinking so 
much red wine, and the dancing was 
giowing so wild, and the men beginning to 
say such queer things. She almost wished 
she were home ‘Lhen, suddenly, before she realized it, 
he was sitting besi’+ her—the great artist. She had 
just caught glimpses of him earlier in the evening; 
drinking innumerable toasts—like a Bacchanalian god 
surrounded by a rout of worshippers. 

“Ah,” he said, and looked at her out of those won- 
derful, wonderful eyes, “‘a little, white nun at the red 
carnival!” 

And when she had told him timidly that her name 
was Violet Brown, he had ignored the prosaic Brown 
and said: 

“Yes, of course—Violetta—how could it be other- 
wise?” 

Then, suddenly, they seemed to be very well 
acquaiated. She remeribered that people called him a 
cynic; that this very party was the 
second he had given to celebrate the anni- 
versary of the day his beautiful wife had 
divorced him. But he did not seem 
cynical tonight—only sorrowful. He 
s,oke freely—more freely, she felt, than he 
ever had to anyone before, about this wife: 
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“She did not understand me,” he said 
sadly, “she did not understand me—the 
real me, Angelo Savoinard, she never 
understood, never knew!” He had taken 
her hand, very gently, and whispered: 

“‘ How different life mi: ht have been— 
how much nearer the heart’s desire had I 
met first my true mate. There is always 
the true mate—the woman into whose 
eyes you look—and realize destiny!” — 
and he had looked deep into her eyes. 

Then he seemed to suddenly yield to a 
wild mood. He seized an old, brown 
bowl, with a zigzag border at its top, 
filled it to the brim with red wine and 
cried: 

“This brown, Etruscan bowl was old 
when Rome was young. Come, come, let us drink out of 
it together, you for whom all the world is starting 
again, and me.” 

She gulped down a few mouthfuls, and he had drunk 
all the rest—in long, steady, swallows, as a man drinks 
who is very thirsty. 

Then he slipped his arm around her, and they sat 
very quiet, enwrapped in opalescent silence. Finally 
he broke the silence softly: 

“A little dream just came to me—a little dream of 
how wonderful it would be if we lived—just we two 
alone—in a tiny bungalow in the nook of a hill, away 
from all this—all this with which I try to deaden my 
soul. I would paint your p.cizre all day long—and the 
world, passing by, would wonder and say—‘Ah—at 
last, Savoinard has found his Madonna!’” 

When at last she had to go—because 
a taximeter was eating its head off out- 
side—he pressed both her hands hard 
against his lips, looked into her eyes with 
his own wonderful orbs, and whispered: 

“We will never forget tonight, 
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and each other, dear, will 
Violet Brown, her heart 
fluttering like a bird, stam- 
mered: 

“*N-no.”” 

That was three days ago. 
She had thought of him every 
minute since. She had want- 
ed to come to him every min- 
ite since—he couldn’t come 





who owed two dollars for dues 
paid me adollar and sixty-five 
cents of it, because that was 
all she had with her and she 
hasn’t paid me the other 
thirty-five cents yet, but | 
marked it paid on the book 
because she has a receipt 
for the full amount and can 
say that she has paid it all 
if she takes a notion to. 
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three days, when their souls were one for eternity? 

Che elevator stopped—and her heart almost stopped 
oo. 

He opened the studio door himself and they stepped in. 

She felt, for a moment, when she first looked up at 
him, that she was going to faint—or fly—or do both. 
Things grew a little misty around her. She heard him 
saying to her companion: 

“Hello, Janette—you haven't been over for a long 
time.” 

Then he turned toward her: 

“And who is this pretty little girl with you?” he 
asked, with the affable manner of one ready to make a 
new acquaintance 


All Mixed Up 
By Rot r RoperRTsoy 


AY, George, I want you to help me a little in 
trying to make out my annual report as treasurer 
of our Onward and Upward Club,” said little 
Mrs. Peters to her husband after dinner the other 


evening. “I never was good at figures, and I am all 
mixed up over this report. 


when I went back to the store the next week they 
couldn’t remember. I think it was about sixty-five 
cents, so f put it down at that. Then several of the 
members paid me their dues at the last meeting and I 
lost the slip of paper I put their names and what they 
paid on, and I can’t for the life of me remember just 
who paid or how much they paid. I know that two or 
three didn’t pay in full. Then I paid a bill of a dollar 
and eighty-five cents that had already been paid by the 
other treasurer, but when the check came back to me 
[ didn’t want to scratch the entry I had made in my 
00k and spoil the looks of the page, so I just let it 
stand and made a note that I must remember not to 
count it in when I made my report. And once I gave 
aman a check for eighty-six cents too muchwand he 
gave me back the eighty-nine cents and I spent it for 
something else, and so I didn’t know just how to put 
that down in the book, and it isn’t down at all, and I 
want you to tell me what to do about it. Two of the 
members declare that they have paid their dues, but 
I have no record of it, but I had to mark them paid. 
and I don’t know how to figure in the money I feel sure 
they didn’t pay me. After one meeting I dropped my 

purse in the street car, and 
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only that disagreeable Sue 
Benson wanted it and I dis- 
like her, so I took it just to 
spite her. I have heard that 
she has said that she'd bet 
I couldn’t keep the books 
straight, and | want you to 
help me make out this report 
to prove to her that I can, 
the cat! Now the last 
treasurer turnedover eighty- 
nine cents to me and then 
came to me and said she had 
gone over her figures again 
and she found she had given 
me eighteea cents too much, 
and I had to give that much 
back to her. We couldn’t 
make change so I gave her 
twenty cents, but | put it 
down eighteen in my book, 


for that was what I really Drawn by Donate McKux 
owed her. Then a member Cupid—Never mind 





don’t know for sure how 
much was in the purse when 
I dropped it or how much 
of it was mine and how 
much belonged to the club. 
Then I think I gave some 
one sixty cents too much 
change one day and I 
dropped fifty cents on the 
floor of the hall at one meet- 
ing and never was able to find 
it, and the president of the 
club said for me to charge 
it to ‘profit and loss,’ and I 
don’t know what she meant, 
for it was all loss and so I 
didn’t put it down at all. 
I’m awfully mixed up and I 
want you to straighten it al! 
out for me so that I can 
let Sue Benson know that I 
can keep books as well as 
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hy. That’s my business! * she could have kept them.” 
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A Single Reel Feature—‘‘Chawlie” in “The Curse of Fatigue” 
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“SOMETHING ON THE EXPOSED 


Old Days 


By J. A. WaLpron 


Illustration by LAWRENCE FELLOWS 


RS. MORLAND had dressed for the eve- 
ning and was going out. 

Her costume, the ultimate of style in 
fine taste, outlined a figure that would 
attract attention anywhere. Her face, 

slightly shadowed by her hat, would have charmed but 
for its melancholy cast, and was innocent of the beauty 
aids so commonly empjoyed. She was in the early thir- 
ties. That she was not without vanity was shown when 
he stopped at a mirror for self-inspection. 

Suddenly she started. She had heard the metallic 
contact of key and lock, and now the hall door was 
closed. In a moment a man in khaki stood in the door- 
Ww ay 
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Pace Excrrep His Wonper ” 


and New 


* Hello, Madge!” He advanced with little con- 
cern, extending a_ hand “Going out, I see, as 
usual.” . 

“John!” She was so dazed that she took his hand 


automatically. 
“Didn’t expect me, of course,” he said, looking 


about Selecting a comfortable chair beside which 
he dropped his hat—an officer’s—he looked up at 
her. “Pardon! I’m a bit tired Don’t let me keep 
vou.” 


‘I was going out, but 

“Oh, run along! I shall be here when you return. 
I might take a bath and a nap while you’re gone. | 
need both.” He shrugged his shoulders. “This quiet 
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gets on my nerves.” A discord of auto horns and traffic 
came from the street. 

“It would seem strange, John, for me to go out now, 
no matter what my errand might be, and you just back 
from France!” Her voice was tremulous. 

“Strange? Before | went away you didn’t mind, 
Madge. Nor did I. You went out and I| went out, as 
fancy dictated.” 

“John! Are you just the same? Here you appear 
unannounced—unexpected—after a year over there 
with hardly a word from you!” 

““What does it matter? Come! I don’t want to in- 
terfere with any arrangement you may have for tl 
evening. Engagements should be kept, regardless o 
what else one may do.” 

“ dre you just the same, John?” Cumulative emo- 
tion at last showed in her voice and affected her poise. 
She sank nervously into a chair near him and began to 
take off her hat. 

“No. I’m not just the same in many things. One 
learns a lot in war—in such a war. I didn’t write be- 
cause I had an idea you wouldn't care.” 

“Didn't you receive letters from me, John? I wrote 
frequently at first. But when one writes one needs 


ic 


‘ 


answers. 

“Oh, I received two letters from you—wide apart 
in dates. Maybe the others you say you wrote were 
read by Neptune, thanks to the subs.” 

Sut the two you say reached you—didn’t they 
appeal to you? Didn’t I seem different? Didn't 
you find sincerity in them—hope for your return 
affection?” 

“They were, I confess, quite different from what 
[ might have expected after our early disagree- 
ments—after our later lives together—after our final 
indifference to each other. But one can’t change one’ 





character or personality. And how true 
this is of woman! You know the antique 
reference to the leopard. I thought that at 
bottom you really were insincere—as I had 
reason ‘to think.” 

“But / am not the same, John. While 
you have been in France I have done some 
things I thought I never could do—and they 
have made me different.” 

“What sort of things? I have imagined 
you dancing as often as ever—going about 
with the same superficial purpose as ever 
perhaps flirting more or less—idling as much 
as ever, if a selfish woman on the go can 
be called an idler. Were you going to 
dance, play bridge, or frivol otherwise this 
evening!” 

His voice chilled. Perhaps one may 
make allowance for a man weary of one 
phase of domesticity after a year in desolate 
France. 

Mrs. Morland covered her face with her 
hands. 

He looked at her. “ Perhaps,” he thought, 
‘she is Weeping—from remorse.” 

A bell sounded, and a maid appeared at the 
door: “Madame, some one on the ‘phone 
wishes you.”” The maid looked at Morland 
curiously as she turned away. 

Mrs. Morland, with averted face, left the 
roo! The telephone was near and he heard her 
talking, although it was apparent she did not wish him 
to hear. One phrase he caught clearly; “It’s impossible 
for me to come to-night.” 

He rose and walked to the window, muttering. A 
fresh newspaper had been thrown carelessly over the 
window seat. Something on the exposed page excited 
his wonder. It was 
a long article telling 
of the war work 
of Nirs. Morland eo 
in various fields, { ; 
and carried her por- 
trait. The writer 
marveled how one 
woman could have 
accomplished $0 
much. And this 
evening she was OF 
to preside at a 
meeting of women 


who had = served 





with her. 

When Mrs. Mor- 
land returned to 
the room he stood 
in the doorway, 
speechless. She was 
amazed at the new 
expression in his \_ 
face. It was a look } : —_—— 
she remembered 
from long, long ago. 

The maid, pass- 
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Drawn by Jous Hevp, In. 


Question—Why is one always called 
on the wire when one is taking one’s 


ing, saw them in path? 


each other's arms. Answer—We have always wondered. 
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The first aerial mail make 


Idest inhabitant of Hicksville. 


That Affair 

Have vou ever wondered who buys 
those much be gilded and be-crimsoned vol 
umes about “Great Love Affairs of His 
tory,” “Princes of Passion” and similar 
alluring topics? 

I was with two young things, who led 
the conversation around to a discussion of 
certain vital and more or less intimate 
details in the domestic lives of royalty and 
other unconventional people. Their re 
marks ran the chronological gamut from 
Cleopatra to George Sand. Cheir voices 
were hushed and excited. 

Thinking to relieve the tension with a 
witty remark, I put in a query. 

“Wasn't that perfectly scandalous about 
Sodom and Gomorrah?” I remarked. 

“Why? Weren’t they married, either?”’ 
retorted Anna with a quickness at repartee 
which surprised me. 

 That’s just it—they weren't.” 


The Blessings of War: 4y Walt Mason 


HEN that great war was going on, I didn’t have to mow the 

lawn. I stood around with other lads, when I had earned m) 

daily scads, and talked of victories in France, of martial 

pomp and circumstance. I ued to tell what I would do, 

if I again were twenty-two, how I would swat the Prussian 
wight, if | were not too fat to fight. My wife would never say a word 
concerning labors punk, absurd; she had her Red Cross tales to spin, when 
neighbor women happened in; she kept no cases then on me, and life 
was glad and full of glee. 

But when the armistice was framed, my wife said, “‘Are you not 
ashamed? Our premises are gone to seed; the place is a disgrace, 
indeed! Now war is ended, there’s a truce, and you’ve no longer an ex 
cuse, so straighten up the lawn, I beg; make things look neat, or lose a leg.”’ 

And often, in the toilsome day, while bearing old dead cats away, and 
hauling tin cans to the dump, and varnishing the cistern pump, I longed 
for those brave days of yore, when all men talked of bones and gore, and 
one could talk all over town, and have no housewife call him down. 

Of course I don’t stand up for war; it is a thing that I abhor; but 
in those days of grief and woe, I didn’t have to shovel snow. The rules 
were all suspended then, and I could visit other men and argue as to ways 
and means for canning Wilhelm’s submarines. The snow might fall 
in flakes and blocks, and cover all the village walks, until we had our 
drifts to burn, and no one seemed to care a dern. Our thoughts were 
all of other things, of neighing steeds and tinhorn kings. ‘The women- 
folk were knitting hose and comforters and things like those. They had 
no time for trifling facts like flakes that fell in cataracts. 

But now, if there’s a little storm, | have to leave my shanty warm, 
and ply a shovel nine feet long, and groan beneath the bitter wrong 
My wife rears up and cries, “Oh, chee! Our sidewalk is a sight to see! 
Go, get the shovel 
from the shed, ere 
some one falls and 
breaks his head!” 

And as ! clean 
the snowy ways, I 
look back to those 
golden days when 
chargers pawed and 
captains brayed and 
ighters wielded gun 
and blade; when 
married men_ could 
talk all night about 
the large atrocious 








ght, and have no 
housewives. say, 
“By James! You'll 
have to quit your idle 
games! You'd sit and 
talk the whole week 
through, when there 
are countless chores 


to do! 


No Devil Dogs 

The young miss was 
indignant as she 
emerged from the art 
museum. 

“They advertised an 











exhibit of marine paint 
ings,”’ she stormed, “but Drawn by Josern Davis 








“TIsn’t it wonderful how a little bit of chiffon will mak 


they were only pictures 
™ even the hardest face look soft!” 
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PUNCH 


AS it a punch? That is the question; in 

fact, that is about all that matters. If 

it is a play it must have a punch. The 

touching drama of heart-interest which 

left not a dry eye in the theatre, the prob- 
lem play with the inevitable triangle, the bucolic 
comedy-drama with the farmhand quartet, are all in 
the discard. The demand now is for rough stuff—the 
crude, raw slice of life—the stage peopled with white 
slavers, strong-arm men, couch cooties, vampires, 
tiger women, spies and secret service slinkers. Even 
the lovers are cave-men. 

Where once the lure of the ad. writer, the insurance 
nan and the book-agent was genially insinuating, 
perhaps politely inviting, even pleasantly persuasive, 
salesmanship with a punch now holds sway—quick- 
closing they call it. Like a menacing prosecuting 
attorney they smash fist against palm, point a 
finger of scorn at their victim, bury him in such 
an avalanche of evidence of guilt in being with- 
out the article they are selling that he quickly shows 
penitence, hoping the damages will be as light as 
possible. 

Charity—even sweet charity, as the sentimental folk 
of a bygone day were wont to refer to it—has changed its 
tactics. The piteous tale 
unfolded with harrowing 
letail and concluded with 
a touching appeal lacked 
punch. The approved 
method dictates imper- 
atively ‘“‘Come across!” 
“Shell out!” * Don't 
be a tightwad!”" “Have 
a heart!” “Be a live 
one!” “Loosen up!” 

The meek, pious, be- 
nevolent dominie, who 
sadly but resignedly com- 
mented on the weakness 
of the flesh, has given 
place to the militant evan- 
gelist who flays the sinner 
generally—or_ ttries to, ines to 8 
for he frequently invites 
Old Nick up for a bout props! Why not take thi 
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at catch weights, confident his punch is equal to 
any emergency. 
The punch is the thing to catch the favor of mob 
| 


= 
or KINng. 


\ PARADISE FOR PoETs 


Hi: Chinese have some habits that might be 

adopted hy Occidentals to happy ends. And 

possibly Occidentals have some habits that the 
Chinese might well imitate. 

We are told that a Chinese poet does not assume 
to judge the worth of his work as to publication in our 
sense of that process. He reads his verses aloud to 
friends, and sometimes writes them on walls. If his 
hearers or wayfarers are pleased with the verses they 
copy the best liked stanzas in their notebooks for per- 
sonal pleasure, or to pass on to others. Thus the works 
of the poets are diffused. When a new emperor 
assumes authority, the fugitive verses are assembled 
and the better among them may be printed; but this 
is likely to happen a long time after the poets have 
gone to their other reward. 

Some things in this method will be recognized as 
not unlike the custom here. We have poets who 
insist upon reading their verses to friends or whoever 
will listen to them. We have speakers at public din- 
ners and other functions 
that pass off the verses and 
wit of others as their own. 
\nd some of our publishers 
do not care for verses until 
their authors have passed 
from this vale of tears 

There are a number of 
tine poets in America, and 
happily the work of some 
of them overcomes the prej- 
= udices of publishers. But 
we have too many near- 
poets who worry editors. 
They must also worry their 
friends. Their efforts 
would better be subject to 
the Chinese method, forthe 
good poets and near-poets 
apparently have equal 
chance at first in China. 
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WET AND DRY 


Headed the Same Way — Johnson had 
been dining out with some friends. When 
he left to go home he found himself in a 
very thick fog. Stumbling along a narrow 
pathway, he found himself descending a 
flight of steps. This he felt sure was not 
right, and hearing footsteps ascending, he 
paused. 

“Pardon me,” he said to the dim figure 

which presently loomed through the fog, 
“but can you tell me where I am going 
to?” 
“Certainly, sir,”” replied the stranger, 
politely. “If you go straight on you will 
walk into the river! I have just come 
out!"’— Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegra ph. 


The Divine Fire—We are wondering 
if we shall ever again gaze on the blu 
blaze that plays around the plum pud 
ding—that is, used to play around 


Waco (Tex.) Times-Herald. 


Coup de Grace 





* Com pta-li 
antavuit.”” 


Me sembla que n’hi ha quar- 


“T didn’t know he was heavy-weight 
champion.” —Esquella (Barcelona). 


“Ona t¢é de T'alcool a un cochon d’Ind 
Ouelque secondes apres wu mourait dans le 
onoulsions, 
Dupo rot Oue f’alcool nest 
cochons d’I nde! 


ce qui prouce 


pas fait pour 


“They injected alcohol into a guinea pig 
ind a few seconds later he died in convul 


ions, which proves .. . 
Vr. Popcork ‘Yhat alcohol was never in 
tended for guinea pigs! Le Péle-Vé@le (Pari 








Progressive—‘‘ You say her love at 
fairs have progressed from abstract to 
concrete?”’ 

“Yes; she jilted a tithe guarantee man 
to take on a builder.”’— Detroit Free Press. 


Relationship —‘‘Is she his first wife?” 

“Well, as he married her again after 
divorcing her, she is what you might call 
his first wife once removed.’’—Boston 
Transcript. 


Sure Cure—Bedton was always com 
plaining of his wife’s memory. 

“She can never remember anything,”’ 
said he. “It’s awful!” 

“My wife was just as bad,” said 
Clinker, “till I found a capital recipe.” 

“What was it?” asked Bedton eagerly. 

“Why,” said Clinker, “whenever 
there’s anything particular I want the 
missus to remember, I write it on a slip 
of paper and gum it on the looking 
glass.’’—London Answers. 






THE OLD SOD 


Pat Answers Phone— Patrick, lately 
over, was working in the yards of a rail 
road. One day he happened to be in the 
yard office when the force was out. The 
telephone rang vigorously several times 
and he at last decided it ought to be 
answered. He walked over to the instru 
ment, took down the receiver, and put his 
mouth to the transmitter, just as he had 
seen others do.”’ 

“Hello!” he called. 

“Hello!”’ answered the voice at the 
other end of the line. “Is this eight-six 
one-five-nine?”’ 

“Aw, g’wan! Phawt d’ ye tink Oi am 

a box car?’’—San Francisco Star. 


Which?—O'Brien—Oi can say wan 
thing. Oi’m a self-made man. 

Casey—Is it boastin’ ye are, or apolo 
gizin’?—Philadelphia Evening Ledger. 


Her Interpretation 
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fools have the 





“It says here th: bigges 
most beautiful wives.” 

“Oh, Cecil you flatterer!” Pa ne Sh 
(London) 




















The Growth of Frightfulness 











ON THE FARM 


The Competent Farmer 


ompetent farmer has finished his 


chores 
And has finished his dinner as wel 


ime with the world 


He is through for a 
out of doors 
And he loafs by the fire for a spell 
The logs rickl crackle: the sparks fly 
flocks: 
\spiring smoke heavenward goes 


lhe farmer for ease is displaying his soc} 


(nd a pair of inquisitive toes 


Che competent farmer has autos and sicl 
But he'd rather have comfort than styl 
In dollars and happiness both he is rich 
\s he looks at his wife with a smile 
\ peaceful the close of a hard work Ing 
aay 


But out in the gathering gloom 


An owl sings a mournful and sinister 
That breathes of despair and the tomb 


lhe competent farmer is making his plans 
lor the morrow as gravely he smokes 
rhe children’s bright faces he lovingly 
scans 
And smiles at their innocent jokes 
He knows what he owns dollars, acres 
1 flocks 


And he loves every critter and fowl: 


And he don’t care a darn for the holes 
his socks 
\nd he don’t give a hoot for the ow] 
Philadelphia Evening Ledger. 


A Reactionary—“Why did your 
hired man quit?” 

“He was too easily discouraged,”’ an 
swered the up-to date farmer * He said 
he’d spent twenty years trying to under 
stand a mule and he’d be dadblamed if he 
vould tackle a tractor at his time of life 

Birmingham Ave-Herald 


Mental Relaxation—‘| happen to 
know an old farmer who reads Shake 
speare diligently 

Does he apply Shakespeare to farm 
life ; 
Not directly, but he savs he gets a 


lot of comfort out of reading the bard’s 


wise observations after he’s 


to pound some common sense into the 


een trying 


head of his hired n Birmingham 


1 ge-Herald 


Surprises of Photography 




















TOUGH-HIDES 


What Arguing Leads To—* You 
know you are in the wrong,” said the 
contentious man 

“Nothing of the sort,” replied the un 
willing debater. “I merely said I might 
be mistaken.” 

“Ha! Then you concede that you ar 
not infallible?” 

“Of course I do. Nobody but a blank 
ety-blanked fool would think himself 
infallible.” 

“Sir, do you mean to insinuat« 

‘I? don’t mean to insinuate anything 
Thank heaven, here’s my car! Good 
night!’’—Birmingham .\ge-Herald 


Disappointing Experiment—“ Have 
vou ever tried to love your enemies?”’ 

“Ves,” answered the slow-speaking 
man. “I have tried. But I never got a 
real enemy to reciprocate my affections 
with any degree of reliability.”—Wash 


ington Stas 


Their Excuses—Two men, who are 
quite well off, but very miserly in their 


expenditures, met recently in the gallery 
of a theater 

Each was annoyed to be seen by the 
other in the cheapest place of the houss 

“What brings you here?” each asked 
the other 

“To tell the truth,” said the first, “I’ve 
got a fearful cold in my head, and as the 
heat ascends, I came up here where it was 
warn Besides, I’m a terrible sufferer 
from rheumatism. But what brings you 
here?” 

‘My opera glasses!’ 

“Your opera glasses?”’ 

“Yes; they enlarge too much. I can’ 
see from the boxes what is going on on the 
stage. I have to come up here in the ga! 
lery to be able to see with them at all!” 
Connellsville Evening News. 

Won Over—“At last Jabbem, the 
dramatic critic, is actually enjoving the 
performance of a play 

“ There’s a reason.”’ 

“What?” 

“He wrote it.” —Birminghan | ge- 


Herald Ps 


Merely Wanted the Materials—‘ So 
vou married my daughter thinking I'd pave 
the way for you in business. Is that it?”’ 

* Well—er—not exactly. I'll do the 
paving, but I thought you might furnish 
the rocks.’’—Boston Transcript 
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Fighting Togs—‘‘Uncie Sam is no 
bully, but he can take care of himself.”’ 

~ Eh?” 

“When they chucked rocks at his plug 
hat they soon found him in a trench 
helmet.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


Shocking an English Valet— How an 
\merican serving in the British army 
gave a London valet the shock of his life 
was related by a soldier returning from 
England. A ragged, penniless American, 
worn by a year’s fighting with the British 
in France, wandered into Y. M. C. A. 
Eagle Hut, London, and seemed so for 
lorn and needy that Mrs. Gowers, head of 
the Y. M. C. A. Hospitality League, and 
wife of Lloyd George’s secretary, took him 
into their home for his leave. After a 
good night’s rest the American put the 
valet “over the jumps,” ordering his 
uniform pressed and generally bossing the 
houseman in a manner far from what that 
factotum thought a humble soldier should 
assume. Finally the servant went to Mr. 
Gowers to ask who the American was. 
Mr. Gowers did not know and inquired 
why the valet asked. 

“Hif I may say so, sir, ’e’s makin’ 
‘imself very much at ‘ome, sir, makin’ us 
all jump about a bit, and ’e told me to 
send this cablegram,”’ said the valet, 
handing over a message which read as 
foliows: 

“Dad, I’m busted. Send another thou 
sand. War is hell.” 

The ragged soldier was a California 
millionaire’s son.—Chamberlin’s Maga 


~ine. 


They All Say This—* Henry, you've 
been away almost a year.” 

“So I have, Arabella.” 

“Have you been kissed by any of those 
Irench girls?” 

‘By none over five vears old.”’-— Bi 
mingham Age-Herald. 

Privileged Character—* Now that 
your former office boy has returned irom 
France and gone to work for you again, 
[ presume he is treated with distinguished 
consideration.” 

“Quite right,”’ answered Mr. Dub 
waite. “When that youngster is telling 
a visitor what happened at Chateau 
Thierry, I would never forgive my 
self if I interrupted him on a mere 
matter of business.’-—Birmingham Age- 


Herald. 


Twenty Years After 




















“What did you do after the great war, 
grandpa?” 
“T spent my life getting my discharge 


Daily Expre Londor 


A Little of Both—Aunt Nancy was 
visiting an army camp, and as she ap 
proached some rookies were sitting on 
their heels and then rising to a standing 
position in perfect unison. 

“What are the boys doing now?”’ she 
asked. 

“Why, those are the setting-up exer 
cises,”’ explained an obliging sergeant. 

“Humph!”’ remarked auntie. “Looks 
to me more like settin’ down exercises.’’—- 
Indianapolis Star. 
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Running Second—‘That’s a_ tin 
thing of yours, Dauber. In fact, there's 
only one thing in the show I like better.”’ 

“Whose is that?”’ 

“Mine.” —Sydney Bulletin. 


Natural Deduction— A Mulvane 
man, seeing a picture of the Venus de 
Milo on the back of a magazine, wanted 
to know if that was some more work of 
the Huns.—Mulvane (Kan.) News. 


Dubious Praise — Critic I think 
your background is beastly. 

Artist—Indeed, and perhaps you think 
the cattle in the foreground beastly, too 

Critic—Oh, not at all. They are any 
thing but that.—Boston Transcript. 


To Be Safe—The prima donna was 
reading the rough draft of her new con 
tract. 

When she came to the paragraph pro 
viding that she should have transporta 
tion for herself, maid, dog and Sig. Gazi 
beani, her husband, she drew a line 
through the signor’s name. 

“Just put that husband,” she ordered. 

“Yes, madam,” assented the manager 
“But why, if I may ask?”’ 

Che diva blushed and coyly fingered her 
hair. ‘I may wish to make a change,” 
she answered.—Detroit Free Press. 


The High Cost of Living in Africa 
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“Il n'y a plus moyen d’y arriver. Six sous le kilo, ce matin, 'explorateur!” 


“Why, it’s simply awful. ‘Today prime explorer is six cents a pound!” —Le Péle-Méle (Par 
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YOUNG STER S 


‘Who dis 


Association of Terms 
covered America? 

Ohio,” replied the little girl 

No. Columbus discovered America 

Yes’m Columbus was his first 


name.”’—Washington Star 


Didn't Catch Him—There was ar 
addition to the teacher’s class and the new 
pupil was somewhat ragged 

Now,” began the teacher, “ 
what you know. Tell me why did Hanni 
bal cross the Alps?”’ 

The new boy grinned at 

‘For the same reason that the hen 
crossed the road» You don’t catch me 
with no puzzles,” he said.——-Pittshurgh 
Chronicle-Telegraph 


let me see 


his neighbor 


Real Antiques—* And what is your 
father’s business, my little girl?’’ ques 
tioned the long, lean, lanky miss at the 
girl s school 

rhe new arrival shifted uneasily fron 
one foot to the other 

Must I tell? 

‘Yes; you must give the information 

the school board.’ ‘ 

‘May I whisper? 


Yes.” 
My father makes worm holes 
Does what?” said the teacher it 


astonishment 

‘Makes worm holes. He works in 
antique furniture factory, and he has to 
make the worm holes in the furniture.” 


Detr nf Free Pre ss 


n 


Practical Heroism 


Hein, mon petit, nou us avons rendu 
‘Eh bien, maintenant, ta-/ de nous rendr 
Well, kid, we’ve given you back Alsace 

Yes, and now won't ivive us back milk 


He Knew Different Teacher was 
warming to her subject and, laying down 
her book, said 

‘Now, you all understand that the 
trunk is the middle part of the body, don’t 
vou?” 

‘Yes, ma’am,.”’ chorused the class with 
one exception 

You understand it, too?” asked the 
teacher of the bov who had not answered 
No, ma’am, because it isn’t so.”’ 

‘Why, my boy, what do you mean? 

“Well,” replied the boy, “you ought 
to go to the circus and see the elephant.’ 

Baltimore Sun 


Quite in Order 


Vagistrate—Did you caution the prisoner 1 


Constable Ye ‘ ‘ hup, t ree toime 





the usual Way when you arrested hin 


rost the head! Pa ne Shon (Le ndon 


¢ lait acing sous | 





4 tla Lorrai» 


nd Lorraine!’ 


it five cents a quart?”’—Le Rir Par 


WHEEZES 


Natural Question—“What kind o 
oval do you use? 

‘Egg.” 

“Where can I get a dozen?’’— Bostor 
Transcript 


All Fixed—“ Where are you going? 

‘To a husking bee. You get a kiss if 
vou find a red ear.” 

‘I hope you'll find some red ears 

“I think I shall. I’m taking along :; 
few.”’—AKansas City Journal 


Surprise Natural—“You ought to 
have seen the surprised look on the cop 
face when his prisoner suddenly scooted 

‘That was natural. <A bolt from the 
blue is always surprising, vou know.’ 
Boston Transcript 


Then There Was Silence —Soldic) 
rather muddled, at his pal’s wedding 
All I can say is, I wish the bride many 
returns of this happy occasion.— Londo» 
Tit-Bits 


Good for You—‘What do you do 
with those ‘dictated but not read’ letters 
vou receive?” 

“Have my mail opener stamp ther 
‘received but not read’ and mail then 
right back.’’—Boston Transcript 
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G O L 


Right at Home—“ This,” explained 


the golf enthusiast, ‘is what we call a putt.” 


“Tf this game has puts and calls,” de- 
clared the Wall Street man, “I’m gonna 
like it.”.— Kansas City Journal. 


A Necessary Step—J/ udge—What are 
the prisoners charged with? 

Policeman—They are a couple of golf 
ers who got into a scrap over a stroke, 
your honor. 

Judge—Send for the court interpreter. 

Boston Transcript. 


Valuable Asset—‘“Did the distin- 
guished visitor go away singing the 
praises of your town?” 

“No,” replied the chairman of the re- 
ception committee. “I’m afraid he was 
a bit disappointed in the industrial 
growth of our town, but he made one 
remark in which we can all justly take 
pride.” 

“What was that?” 

“He said we had the finest golf links 
in seven states.”—Birmingham Age- 


Herald. 


At the Banquet of Nations 


| 














¢ suis pourtant une voisine de table agre- 
able! On peut me 
matiques!” 

“* Tout ce que vous voudrez, mats nous sommes 
entre gens bien: avec la senue de diner, nous ne 


oe «vdngl 
parler sociologte, chimie, « 





portons ni sabres, ni bottes, ni éperor 
“But I am an agreeable partner at table 
I can converse about sociology, chemistry 


and mathematics.’ 

“That’s all- very well, but we are among 
particular peoples here, and with dinner cos- 
tumes, sabres, boots and spurs aren’t being 
worn.”—La Baionnette (Paris). 


, 
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Beating the H. C. L.—Here is how 
one frugal Frenchman lived on the small 
sum of five francs a week. “Eet is sim- 
ple, vaire simple,” he explained. ‘“Sun- 
day I go to ze house of a good friend 
and zere I dine so extraordinaire and eat 
so vaire much I need no more till Vednes- 
day. On zat day I have at my restau- 
rant one large, vaire large, dish of tripe 
and onions. I abhor ze tripe, yes, and 
ze onion also, and togezzer zey make me 
so seek I have no more appetite till Sun- 
day. Eet is vaire simple.”—Boston Tran- 
script, 


A Minor Operation 





“Well, doctor, do you think it is anything 
serious?” 

“Oh, not at all. It is merely a boil on the 
back of your neck, but I would advise you to 
keep an eye on it.”—Sydney Bulletin. 


Sardines in Oil—Take a box of sar- 
dines in the right hand. With the other 
take the key and slip into it the metal 
tongue. Turn briskly until the key 
breaks, which will be soon. Then feel 
in your pocket for your knife and punch 
a hole in one side of the box. To do this 
right it’s essential that the oil squirt 
copiously into your face. Enlarge the 
hole. As you have probably caught cold 
by this time, change your clothes and 
serve with bread.—Le Voltigeur (Paris). 


A Dainty Appetite—‘“ Dearest,” he 
murmured, as soon as they were seated 
in the high-priced restaurant, “you can 
have anything you want on the bill of 
fare. Shall I read it off to you?” 

“No,” she replied hungrily, ‘‘ just read 
it off to the waiter.” —Boston Transcript. 


A Leading Question Nowadays 
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** Jeanne, voulez-vous étre ma femme?” 

“Que faisiez vous, Monsieur, dans la journée 
du 18 Juillet, 1918?” 

“* Jeanne, will you marry me? 

*“What were you doing, Monsieur, on July 
18, 1918?” —Lectures Pour Tous (Paris). 


” 





BAD BREAKS 


Graft Again—‘ Allied diplomats 
would Loor with favor on a group of 
small democracies in the heart of Eu- 
rope.” —Nashville Evening American. 


The Latest Car Model—“ Wanted, a 
boy to go errands and make himself use- 
ful. Also youth to MILK and wash MOTOR 
CAR.—Newark Advertiser (Ad.). 


Greatly Endowed—‘A pretty wed- 
ding took place on Thursday. . . . The 
PARENTS were numerous and useful. 
North Devon (Eng.) Journal. 


Where Is Little Nellie Now? 
“Lost.—Gold wristlet watch (NAMED 
NELLY).”—Pindar (India) Mail Ad. 


She Forgot Something—‘ An hour 
after the discovery the DEAD woman was 
on her way home.”—‘“ Cheerful Library 
No. 580.” 


Abolishing Sex Distinctions—* Mrs. 
McEwan, talking as though she were 
chatting at the  tea-table, interested 
an audience of half women and _ half 
men very much.”—London Evening 


News. 
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Leo Is Wicked Again: 





lr is a reprehensible 


is so awful in fact that 
we are beginning to think | 
that some of the things said 
about the world in whispers 
and behind fans are only too true. People careful of 
their reputations will avoid associating with it. 

The shocking example which brings home to us this 
state of affairs is that of Leo Ditrichstein, popularly 
known as Leo the Lover. For years Mr. Ditrichstein 
appeared on our stage as anything but a morai man. 
As the pianist in “The Concert” he was inclined to a 
form of artistic temperament that would never receive 
the endorsement of Mrs. Grundy. As the basso- 
Lothario in ““The Great Lover” he, though speciously a 
son of the land of Savonarola, and like him a bachelor, 
by no means followed the way of life of that noble monk. 
As the monarch of Moldavia in “The King” he was 
most democratic in matters of amour, and not only 
approachable, but decidedly approaching. In all these 
plays he was the beau ideal of what a man isn’t supposed 


t . 
to be, and model matrons in the audience were set 


world that won’t allow 
an actor to be good } 
when he wants to. It WV @) 








a-flutter by his wickedness. 
Then all at once he reformed. The erstwhile prim- 
rose pathfinder, the Beyond Good and Naughtiness 
super-dallier, became an earnest soul, an exemplar) 
husband whose only deviltry was the desire to act 
Hamlet. That was when he was the matinee hero of 
“The Matinee Hero,” last autumn. In that play, you 
remember, his theatre manager and his manager 
by right of matrimony were startled to see him take 
his fling with the Dark Dane’s soliloquy; yet 
consented to let him go ahead with it when he 
was willing to admit that a certain adven- 
turess who had imposed upon his in- j? 
genuousness was a would-be vamp and : 


not an inspiration. “uPA 
2 : . ail 
3ut such virtue ‘was in vain. 
The above-mentioned wicked world, 
which has learned to expect ser- — 
mons and infallibility from William 
Hodge, was cold to Leo Ditrichstein 








By Lawton Mackall 





Ss] ward—except one lout in the 
gallery who agitated a pair of 
huge hands in detonations 
like the popping of paper 
bags. “Aie!” shrieked the 
pianist, ““what’s the use of 
being holy?” 

And similarly Mr. Ditrich- 
stein must have exclaimed (if only in the privacy of his 
mind), “‘What’s the use of being noble when they wish 
you to be naughty?” 

At any rate he is now, as ““The Marquis de Priola,” 
wickeder than ever before. In “The Concert” and 
“The Great Lover” he had a musical profession to fol- 
low; in this play he has only the ladies. If his badness 
isn't sufficient to satisfy the public now, it is certainly 
hard to please. 

Right in the first fifteen minutes of play the Marquis 
informs the young man whom he has taken under his 
wing that women are his natural enemies and only fit 
to be preyed upon. He pictures himself as some ama- 
tory Nimrod. Descended from a long line of Priolas, 
each of whom was the acme of awfulness, he has not 


shrunk from living up to the Priola pace. As a breaker- 
up of homes he admits that he closely resembles TNT. 
His technic is marvelous. Would-be reprobates 


whose work is still a little rough would do well to bring 
their note-books. Socialists jealous of the viciousness 
of the aristocracy will find apt material for Bolshevist 
editorials. Rural casuals in town will glean topics 
to whisper about during the long winter evenings 
on the farm. 

Why, Priola lures a lightweight to his lair 
right in plain sight! She declares she has 
com@ there to defy him and squelch him 
as he deserves. Next minute she is sighing 
““Kamerad!” Then he takes the exquisite 
pleasure of rebuffing her with sardonic Sir 
Galahadism. 

Not content with butterflies, he assails 
the equanimity of the most sedate. His 
former wife interests him as a piquante 
objective—now that she is another’s. So 








_ 
: he sends her an old love letter which 
she wrote him as his bride. Terrified 
the paragon. The late Royal Rogue at her own feelings, for the letter 
ul Rese 
of Moldavia was not welcome trans- z brings back the old fascination, the 
formed into a King Arthur. What , ’ y poor lady flees for protection to 
; 7 § oon ° 
they expected of him was not 92 "= , a still nobler matron. Priola 
Shakespeare soliloquies, but s - ae appears, makes love to this 
akes} a ppear 
spicy two-somes. , i: Photo by Abbe exceptionally noble woman in 
This experience at the hands + his most deferential and passion- 
I I 


of an unregenerate public reminds one of the 
story of the famous pianist who paused in the 


ate style; is confronted by both 


Helen Ford, ; 
women at once; then by his 


JJh j 
prima a vf yo 


midst of a recital to announce: “Ladees and ; ‘Some Time” young protégé who rushes in 
gentlemen, I haf a sudden feeling here (shirt- to accuse him of betraying his 
front) which mofes me to play instead of ze A mother. Priola,now triumphantly cynical, informs the 
‘Rhapsody’ which is on ze program ze as young man that he is his father—and, under stress of too 
‘Prayer’ by Brahms. It is fery sacred, so . much emotion, falls upon the floor a hopeless paralytic. 
please, no applause, no hand-clappings..” y Ditrichstein acts it brilliantly, superbly, defiantly; 
The whole audience remained solemnly with an air of saying to the public: “You wanted 


hushed while he played it, and after- 


wickedness, didn’t you? Well, here it is!” 











aw seen by Agnes hee. 
_ = 


The central figute (you may have noticed the others of your own accord) is Joseph Santley. Four busy 


lines at once keep him dancing. 





This picture is entitled ““The Mechanic's Warn- 
ing” He is a ’plane man and mutters, with a 
wrench: “Steer clear of women. It’s a 
pity Adam didn’t die with all his ribs 
intact.” 








Broapway Witiie: What will 
we do with oranges when pro- 


hibition begins? 





“Your folks must have loved 


They're dancing the chorus to children to let you grow up. But 
“Did you miss me, dear? something or other and we don’t I suppose when they found you 
“Yes, once I missed you in Buffalo like to interrupt them to ask were really human, nothing else 


by twenty minutes.” what it is. 


mattered.” 
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Mathematics 
By E. V. Watour, Musician, Naval Aviation force 
HE young ensign had just returned from his 
wedding trip. The day was stormy and he 
remarked that his wedding day was the same 

“But,” queried the lieutenant, “you don’t 
believe in signs, of course?”’ 

“No, of course not, but I’m afraid my wife 
does. Some crazy old gypsy told her the number 
of her children would be regulated by the hour 
at which she married. We 


His Presence Essential 
By Laeot. Roark Braprorp, Ft. Hancock, N. J 

Pvt. Botelleo, who was undergoing ten days 
of restriction to camp, appeared one morning 
before his captain and asked for a special pass. 

“But you are restricted, Botelleo,” the 
captain reminded him, “and I can not give you 
a pass unless it is important. Is this important?” 

“Well,” he explained, “she isa not import’ 
But I getta married, and I like to be there.” 


——s Deck 


All Dressed Up 

By Pvr. Cuester W. Suarer, A. E. F., France 
MESS practically demands the resurrection of 

the brass knuckle. No steak can be en 
joyed without a pair. It was at a recent mess, 
in a well-known cantonment that a private, after 
working out on a slab of meat for ten minutes, 
declared to the cook: “I’m not sore on the 
quartermaster for delivering this horse. But, if 
it is not asking too much, I wish you’d put in a 
request, through channels, 
to have the animal un- 





were married at one 
o'clock.” 

“Well, you know the 
clocks have all been an 
hour fast lately!”’ 





Discipline 


By Cowmissany Stewarp R. Ep- 
wistes, U.S. 8. Martha Washington 


It is a hard matter to 
keep a crowded transport 
in a sanitary condition as 
men assigned to that duty 
soon found out. Henceorig- 
inated an expression heard 
on all troopships: “ You 
can’t stand here, soldier.” 

One day when the ship 
was rolling about 25 de- 
grees, a big buck private 
of dark hue came lurching 
down tne deck following 











harnessed before the next 
delivery.” 


His Master’s Voice 


By Pvr. Evwen L. Mitier, Med 
Dept, 68th Eng., A. E. F., France 


A private desiring to get 
a pass went to the orderly 
room where a major and 
captain were. After hear- 
ing the request, the captain 
said: “Who gave you per 
mission to speak to me?” 

“Wh-wh-why, I don’t 
know, sir. I knocked, sir 
and somebody said ‘come 
— 





How It Was Born 


By Senet. Davip Woonsipr, (: 
1, 65th Regt., 7" —"s Corps 


A. E. F., France 











the mess line. As he hauled 
up alongside a new ad- 
dition to the ship’s com- 
pany, he remarked: 

“ Boss, dis sho is the cheapest drunk I’se ever 
had—Ah jist cun’t walk straight.” 

Just then the ship took an unusually long roll 
throw:ng the soldier sprawling on the deck, with 
his mess kit going high in the air emptying the 
‘nts in his face as it came down. 

\ sailor standing by shifted his “ roll your own” 
aod said: “ You can’t lay there, soldier.” ‘ 


cont 


Home Town Courtesy 

By Pyr. '. 2 Camp Serier. 8. ¢ 

Negio Rookie (halting major)—Whatta 
doin’ out heal dis time er night? Don’t you know 
dat bugle don blowed? 

“Can’t you recognize me? 
officer.” 

“Naw, sir; de Lieutenant said not to low no- 
body to cross heah.” 


EN.or, 


you 


I’m a major, an 


“Listen here, your lieutenant wears one bar, his 
superior wears two and a major wears the gold 
leaf. I’m a commanding officer. 
excuse me, sar, I’se neber 
We uos just call any old 


” 


Boss, 


“Vassar, 
knowe1l what dat is. 
boob ‘ Major’ down home whar I lives. 


Drawn by L. Cusmine Cuampea.aiw, Q. M., 


Coxswain—Hey, Del! 
Sweet Young Thing—Oh, 


Nagpal Aviation Station, Norfolk, Va 


Bump up the stern sheets 


do the officers 


Turn Out the Development Battalion! 
By Senor. Hanoy W. Hinoman, 10th C. A. C. (L.A. Ft. Mae- 
Arthur, Calif 

Owing to the shortage of men, a youpg Italian 
recruit was placed to guard a post of minor im- 
portance. During the night, the officer of the 
day approached the post on his tour of inspec- 
tion and here is what was said: 

“Halt.” (Long silence.) 

“Well, speak. Speak. Say something.” 

“Me no spik Englees.”’ 





This Week’s Best Soldier Joke 
On the Calling Cards 

Annorr, Y. M.C. A. No. 5, Camp Knoz, Ky 
Cotorep Sorprer — Halt, 


By H. O 

Jewry En istep 
N who goes there? 

* Lieut. Smith.” 

“ Lieutenant, you can’t get across dat line. My 
orders is not to let nobody across dat line.” 

“ Well, call the corporal of the guard,” the officer 
suggested. 

“ Huh, me call him. You needs him worse than 


I does. You call him yo’self.” 











sleep in these small b 


A discussion arose as to 
the origin of the phrase 
“No Man’s Land,” where 
upon a Tommy said: “It 
was at the Marne and we were accompanied by 
an American correspondent who during a lull in 
the fighting stuck his head over an Allied trench 
and seeing no one remarked ‘Nobody Home.’ ” 


**Some Mess’’ 
By Pvr. Wavrer Deans, U.S. A 
OC} the bugle, bugle bugles, 
Blowing now, now, now, 
So we’ll toddle, toddle, toddle, 
Toward our chow, chow, chow. 


Now our tummy, tummy, tummy, 
Growing lank, lank, lank, 

Told us we were empty 
In our tank, tank, tank. 


If it’s soupy, soupy, soupy, 
Or it’s stew, stew, stew, 

We just fasten on the nosebag, 
And we chew chew, chew. 


But it’s glory, glory, glory, 
When our feet, feet, feet, 

Go a-sprintin’ for the mess hall 
And we eat, eat, eat. 
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ond His Celestial Job ' 
one By Pv. Brut Steck, Camp Hdgr. Co., Camp Diz, N. J 
tah ) Sergt. (blowing whistle)—Private Buck, get out 
et on detail. 
per go" — , 
: Private Buck—For heaven’s sake, when do I 7 P 
e? | . The Popular Razor 
ont 
. Sergt—You will rest when you get to 
_ - | of the day 
_ “Well, I hope so, but I’ll bet a dose of gold fish My 
sh I won’t be in heaven ten minutes when just Like a close friend, you can bank on the GEM re 
| s I lie down and the angels come over to my bed R ti d . t A 
( nd start singing to me, old boy Sergeant Gabriel azor any ime, un er any circumstanc hd, 
I toot his whistle and say, ‘Private Buck, get that Ss the secret of its popularity among men ‘ 
ae . Bay . on detail tonight, go down and hang everywhere for over a quarter of a century: 
“8 and especially among the boys in the service, ‘4 
ere 
“on ’ Still Going? where simplicity, efficiency, economy and dune H 
} in } pom, j {.. Steam Eng. School, Pelham Bay y : 
lby J ited: ': -njiiacpiiaeaiemmuuate bility count—millions of GEMS now in use. a 
lin @ After the battle between the Frank H. Buck " 
nch 1a Hun sub. the fist day of September, some 
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e remarked: “Do you suppose they stopped 
they hit the bottom, or went on to 


Spun Yarn 

Ry Serot. Cant T. Stevens, San. Corps, U.S i 
I've talked with men from the Sunny South 
(nd men from the Golden Gate, 
Men from the forests of Oregon 
\nd men from the Lone Star State. 
I’ve sat and smoked 
\nd chinned and joked 
With the country’s very best. 
l've talked a gale 

d swapped a tale 
With men from the Great Northwest. 
But the thing most dear 
For me to hear 
In my wanderings up and down 
Is the man with a tale, 
I don’t care how stale, 
From my little old home town. 


Gem Blades, weli tempered, ground 
and honed to perfection, hold their 
edge indefinitely—they’re marvels of 
unvarying quality and uniformity. 


$700 sam 


Complete 


The separate parts as included 
noutht ares’ own inillustration 
0th inside and outside of case 


Includes frame, shaving and_stropping 
handles and seven Gem Blades in 
handsome case as illustrated. or in Khaki 
case for traveling. 


above price, for Canada 


Gem on Company, “i New York 


Canadian Branch. 591 St. Catherine St.. W., Montreal 
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All IS 
Y Il \U 
c COHAN’S fie *sze. “Mats: Wed. and Sat 220 
THE CUTE LITTLE PLAY 
THAT TURNS ‘EM AWAY 


“A Prince There Was” 


Geo. M. Cohan's Greatest Success 
W. 42nd St. Eves. 8:20 


COHAN & HARRIS Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:20 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THREE FACES EAST 


t Fascinating Mystery ay Ever Wr 
Hur ireds Turned Away at An Perforr 


ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS presents 
UP IN MABEL’S ROOM 
With HAZEL DAWN, JOHN CUMBERLAND, Others 
REPUBLIC pre Went Beste dey Ss 3:58: 


A. H. WOODS presents 


FLORENCE REED 


in “ROADS OF DESTINY” 


A new play ina prologue and4 acts. By CHANNING POLLOCK 

















Theatre, West 42nd Street. Eves. at 8:30 


Matinees Wednesday & Saturday 2:30 








CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS 


VERYTHING 


ve HIPPODROME 


STAGED BY.R. H. BURNSIDE 


* Enough of * Everything’ for 10 musical comedies.””"— . Y 
Matinees Dally 2 Evenings at 8:15 


BOOTH * B Strest West of Broadway, Evenings 8 30 | 
The Woman in Room 13 
WINTER GARDEN 8 


AL JOLSON in SINBAD = 


rc. 











ASTOR fay visas Eoae 2 
EAST IS WEST Bainter! 





CASINO Broadway and 39th Street F-venings 8:15 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15 





MERRY WITH 
“et. SOME TIME. x3", 
ROMANCE WYNN) 











$ $ $ 
Upon the face, as days xo by, 
Life will be etching lines, 
And some there are had best watch out 
rhat they’re not dollar signs. 


Just 





Broadway and Thereabouts 








Jottings of a Theatre-Fan Anent 
the Shows in New York 
By L. M. 
L. —— 





Betrer “OvteE, Tue—Cort. Grinning 
through the war with Bairnsfather. 


Bic Cuance, Tue—g8th Street. Achieve- 


ments of Mary Nash's tenderloin 
army. 
Canary, THe—Globe. Including Joseph 


Cawthorn’s vocal exposé of “that stuff 
about the springtime.” 

Cimmax, Tue—Comedy. The lover of a 
Melba-to-be attempts to nip her career 
in the epiglottis. 

Crowpep Hour, Tue—Selwyn. Jane 
Cowl wins the croix de guerre by saving 
an army and giving up a husband who 
doesn’t belong to her. 

Dappies—Lyceum. Cute orphans find 
jobs for bachelors. 

Dear Brutus—Em pire 
the Might-Have-B« 

East1s West—Astor. \ small Chink ina 
house attracts prying eyes. 

EverytHinc—Hippodrome. ‘The drama 
according to Barnum & Ringling. 

Forever Arrer—Playhouse. A staunch 
heart in a seedy overcoat beats exclu- 
sively for Alice Brady. 

Frienpty Enemies—//udson. Louis 
Mann and Sam Bernard fight a dialect 
duel for the honor of Miss Columbia. 

HoBponwemMia—Greenwich Fillage. The 
secret formula of Washington Square- 
ism revealed for the first time. 

InvisiBLeE For, Tue—Harris. A benevo- 
lent ghost to the rescue. 

ArounpD THE Corner—Lo 
Marie Cahill fosters an opportunity. 

Keep it To Yoursetr—3oth Street. 
of hypnotic suggestiveness. 

Lapies First—Nora Bayes. 
tains.in her giddy garret. 

Licutnin’—Gaiety. Old Bill Jones re- 
mains unruffled in Reno. 

Listen, Lester!—Anickerbocker. A roll- 
ing stone attempts to be the only pebble 
at Palm Beach. 

LitrLe Brotuer, THe—Belmont. He has 
a long beard and his name*is Walker 
Whiteside. 

Litrrte Journey, A 
berth in a Pullman. 

LirrLe Simpiiciry—44th Street. In the 
Latin Quarter where Youth will have its 


Adventures in 


ngacre. 
larce 


Nora enter- 


Vanderbilt. Re- 


sing. 

Marauis DE Priota, Tue—Liberty. Dit- 
richstein pays a heavy bill for heart 
breakage 


Mettinc or Motiy, Tuoe—Broadhurst. 
Physical culture frolic. 
\lipnicut Wuirt—Century Grove. Anti- 


sleep propaganda. 

Ou, My Dear!—Princess. 
chic. 

Opfra Comigut 
classics. 


Intensively 


Park. Non-forbidding 


| 


JUDGE Fi 


Petteas et MétisanpE—Vieux Colom- 
bier. Exquisitely pale poetry. 

PoRTMANTEAU PLays—Comedy.  Higl 
brow vaudeville. 

‘Prince THere Was, A—Cohan. Georg: 
\l. Cohan stands the strain of being 
-been for almost an entire act. 
Repemption—Plymouth. John Barry 


more takes 
of Noscow 
RippL_e: Woman, THoe—Fulton. 
less placid than other 


Re pu blic. 


a deep dive into the dept! 


Bertha 
phinxe 
Florenc: 


some Nat ie } 
Roaps or Destiny 
Reed in every direction. 5 
Sinspap—/l inter Garden. Al Jolson, th 
Manhattan Mahometan. 


SLEEPING PARTNERS — Morpheu 
asa moral } oliceman = 
SOMEBODY S SWEETHEART Centra 
in 


Spanish fun-dango. 

Some Time—Casino. Jazz idyl. 

TEA FoR THree—Maxine Elliott. Eth 
has much to account for. 

TuHree Faces East—Cohan © Harri 
Gum-shoe carnival. We wonder th« 
program wasn’t printed in cipher. 


a 





TuHree Wise Foois— Criterion. Kind 
codgers adopt her unanimously. - 
Tiger! Ticer!—Belasco. Come out of vl 
the kitchen, Frances, and let the jungle 
kitty introduce you to Lionel, \LP. en 
Up In Maset’s Room—Eltinge. Featur- “i 
ing what every woman wears. > 
Vevvet Lapy, Tar. New Amsterdam. S as 
lively she made “The Girl Behind t _ 
for 


Gun” move on. 
Woman 1N Room 13, Tue—Booth. Janet ae 
Beecher had a vengeful first husband 


ZIEGFELD Froitic—Cocoanut Grove. Art tol 
robbed of its asperity. a 

a 

. . . . or 

Willing Victims oh 

By Water G. Dory COL 

UPID grows discouraged lately, nn 

ic 


Young men have so bored an air; 

Do not mind his arrows greatly; 
Do not show them adequately; Ple 
Sometimes do not seem to care. 


But he does enjoy it rarely, : 
And it cheers him up a lot ~ 

When he hits an old man squarely, re 
For an old man punctured fairly ie 
Is so proud that he’s been shot! ae 
an | 








Drawn by Lane Campne ct 

“T’m going right home to mother!” 

“Very well, my dear. But you can’t expect muc) 
sympathy from an incubator.” 











February 15, 1919 
| Mrs. Clatterby Says Good-bye 
: By J. 1 


ET me think if I 
thing, before I say 
have I think of it 

the train. will remember 

dozen things I wanted to ‘ak of be 
away and did to be 
that the maid emptied the 

e chest? I did? I am glad | 
I never go to sister 


DGE 


On” 
HARBOUR 


have forgotten any 
but if I 
until I am 
half a 
fore I 
and 
» pan for the 


good bye; 

will not 
Then I 

spe 


sure 





ent tell you 
e to it 


iter under the ic 





| did for she is so careless. 
Mary’s and see her self-emptying refrigerator 
ithout wishing that we had one like it. I am 
o glad I thought to tell you to see that the 
in catching the water is emptied and—seems 
o me there is something else I wanted to speak 
about, now 
There is so much to think of when one 

I told you 
back door is 


about 


» you but it has gone from me 
is leay 
and 
the 


( areless 


for two whole weeks 
it that 
maid is so 


F g home 


be sure and see to 
«ked nights. The 
It seems so strange 

id with the least sense of responsibility 





that one cannot get a 


and 


* 
= 


vell good bye! 
I knew that there was something I 
My dressmaker told 


Oh, ves! 
inted to remind you of. 

she would telephone me sometime this week 
hen she could give me a couple of days, and 


- I told her I was going away and to ‘phone 
> either before eight in the morning, when you 
* ould be home, or after six in the evening 
» if she does you must put down the dates 

c he gives you so that I will know what they 


+} re when I come home. I gave her my address 
! for the away told she’d 

tter drop me a postal telling me dates, 
put likely enough she will lorget it and so I 


het 
the 


time I was and 


Art told her to phone to the house to make doubly 
ire. After all, 
rited until I got home and then ’phoned her 
or the dates, but so long as she said she would 

phone vou'd better attend to it. And 


ould think to ask her how many yards of fifty 


would do just as well if 


if you 


four inch goods I will need, it might—but then 
; he said it would be fully a month before she | 
° ould come and so I will have a couple of weeks 


fter I get home to talk to her. Another thing: 
Please see that the milkman changes the milk 
I put a note in one of the jars and also 


him to 


rder. 


phoned leave only two quarts a day 


hile I am gone. Taking two of the children 
ith me makes three less in the family, so of 
ourse we will not need so much, but I know 


} 














OH, YOU SKINNY! “tu? 


ihe stag hte co sal You don't hz And 
you don't have to go through life with a chest that 
the tailor gives you with arms of childish strength 
with legs you can hardly stand on And what 
about that stomach that flinches every time you 
try_a square meal? Are you a pill-feeder? 

Do you expect Health and Strength in tab- 
loid form—through pills, potions and other 
enpaiees piffie? 

ou can’t do it; 


ave to! 


it can't be done 
The only way to be well is to build up yo 
—all of it through nature's methods—not by par 
pering the stomach It is not fate that is making 
you a failure; it’s that poor emaciated body of 








- yours; your half sickness shows plain in your face 

4 and the world loves healthy people So be 
aad HEALTHY STRONG—VITAI That's LIV 

. ING. Don’t think too long; send three 2c stamps 

to cover mailing expenses of my book, ‘‘Prome- 


tion and conservation of Health, Strength and 
Mental Energy” written by the Strongest physi 
cal culture instructor in the world 


LIONEL STRONGFORT 


Physical and Health Specialist 
801 PARK BLDG. NEWARK, N. J> 











hat once when I left a’ note for him to leave | |f 

n extra quart he didn’t do it, and so I can’t a 
Marcus Lucius chem Conservatory d Music 
Studio JBA, Social Union Suniing, BOSTON, Mass. 


Taught By One Man 


the Usual Cost—-Why They Do his 
Not Sometimes, But Regularly, 
Consistently, Habitually, 
Year After Year 








More than twenty-five years ago I originated the correspon- 
e method in this country. And alth ug! I encountered some na 
] t first a -] , e, , DR. QUINN AT HIS P1IANO—from the fan 
idice at first et ev year | enlarg red the scope Of my work Sketch by Schneider, exhibited at th 
until now many | ireds of pe ns all St. Louis Exposition 
er the Id are st ng with me 
I:very state in the Ur n, ever ¢ I en i wa ,la na ri 
n Canad contain , of W as if | were standing at ye c N 
Pp hed players who obtained thei , , matter where ve 1 live, I can teach you succe¢ 
training fror , a? t much li nd Tul You stud In spare time at home 
effort thar 1 Wi 1s usually < nsidered nece My system is entirely different from all others Int 
. —s . nn . third lesson, I teach you to play an interesting piece 
l will g refer vou to any number of only in the original key, but also in all other keys. Thi 
: * ge ed egg E [ made possible by my patented invention, the Colorotone 
praduat¢ W Will On convince VC and enables you to learn af once the famous Liszt stem o 
the pr an f ing re the playing every piece in every key with exact he me 
: nas pering which is usually taught only after th ear 
ovtained \ n me here seems no reason stud The Colorotone saves you from learning a seco 
| , ald « Li omeine * - best method at first and then throwing it away ree ye 
Ww u sh nad or denen nu ATTIC later tor the correct method. With my fifth lesa on Eines 
way, ‘and I certain urge vou to invest duce another important and exclusive iny ention Quinr 
"er A. o.° . dex. Quinn-dex is a simple, hand-operated moving picture 
gate without obligation by writing for m device, which enables you to see, right before your ey« 
64 - page free b klet * How to Learn every movement of my hands at the keyboard. You act 
“ 7 ? ul ee the fingers move Instead ot baving to reproduc 
] iano or Org sur teacher's finger movements trom MEMORY whict 
( ates esll ence vas ons cannot be always accurate—you have the correct model 
Jcca nall ly it en unter a man before you during every minute of practice The Cotor 
woman wh s hesitant about learning by tone and Quinn-dex save you months and years ot wastea 
7] 9 a eat eae thod c. effort hey can be obtained only from me, and there is 
mal and teeis at e methods of §0 year nothing else, anywhere, even remotely like them. Men an« 
vomen who have failed by all other methods 


afer.” TI 


ago are “ 





exactly how and why my 
such truly surprising results 
My Course in Pt iano or Orga 


many of which are entirely 


. , . 1 
No true authority) ild give } 


tire, exclu * attention f 


is feeling is, 


method 


And Why I Have More Pupils 
Than Were Ever Before 


| There Must be Some Good Reason Why My Students 
Become Skilled Players of the Piano or Organ 
in Quarter the Usual Time and at Quarter 


produces 


n represent 


the best thought of the present 
makes use of every possible 


wanted to 


the average teacher. If you 

tudy with a so-called “private teacher” 
by the old fashioned oral system, and yet 
could afford only $1 to $5 per lesson, you 
could obtain only third-rate instruction 


and 


Yet, as you know, one lesson wit 

a is worth a dozen other less« 
olling with this Conser 

ing my ‘Personal Instruction Class, 


~} 


every 


A lessons cost less than 43 cents eacl 
of the Complete Course. Yet 
1 take is under my personal sup 








feel sure that he will leave a quart less until I 
get home, although I also told the maid to 
watch for him and tell him how much to leave, 
but she has no head on her for remembering 
anything and you’d better attend to it yourself. 
Well, good-bye, dear! Remember that 
or Hubert must send a card each day to let 
know just how you are getting along, and 


you 


Hubert goes out without his rubbers, as he 


always does, and gets his feet wet. It worries 
me sometimes with an own great-uncle of mine 
good-bye! Did 


Yes, here it is. 


tuberculosis and 
me my trunk check? 


dying of 
you give 


} 





perhay 


My Secret of Teaching Piano 

















and easily attained success when studying with me 


natural en ug > but it is due to a misun- Course is endorsed by distinguished musicians who would 
aa } pee l falls P | not recommend any Course but the best. It is for be 

de retanding es Ww what are the r voll tad ners or experienced players, old or young. You advan« 

lems in learning pian Ww jeart as rapidly or as slowly as you wish All necessary music 1 
; 1 : ° lv es . m : supplied without extra charge A diploma is grante+ 

much more rapidly) ) scientil ri Y Write today, without cost or obligation, for 64-page 

method than bytheol ioned“spoken booklet, “ How to Learn Piano or Organ 

or oral method, which cannot be made 

really systematic. My free booklet will f ull 

satisfy your min din this regard anc explain 


Learn 


Ss en 
1 fee 
wn au |—----—-FREE BOOK COUPON--~-- 
yns. By | QUINN CONSERVATORY, Studio JBA 
‘oin- | Social Union Bldg., Boston, Mass. 
; Please send me, without cost or obligation. your fre« 
y our | booklet, *‘ How to Learn Piano or Organ, © and full par 
1s Dart ticulars of your Course and special reduced Tuitio 
— Pe | offer 
ste I | 
! 
l 


A nice fix I would be in two hundred miles from 
the check my trunk in your 
pocket and—remember What do you mean 
by snapping out © Remember nothing!’ like that? 
But then it is what you will probably do and 
—there! The man is calling out my train and 

good-bye! I just know that I am forgetting 
—but I can write it to you and—be sure and 

don’t forget to leave all my hand baggage when 
ve get into the car. You remember how you 
once walked right out of the car and took my 
rained nearly every 


home with for 


umbrella with you and it 


and I—good-bye, good-bye! 


day I was gone, 





have quickly 
1 


gin 





+ 





we we 





PO é 
Sy Cie «ee 


we 
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—s 


— 
Ct Se 
_ ee ee 
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Before going 
out see that 
your white kid 
gloves and 
your white 
kid shoes are 
clean. 


You can clean 
them easily 
with 


CARPQNA 


Cleaning Fluid 


‘Cannot 
Burn or 


Explode 


15e —25e—50c 
bottles 


At all druggists 


Carbona Products Co. 
302 W. 26th St., N. Y. 











ea aT tay a ” “ we. a ere 


WITH the COLLEGE WITS 


Irrepressible, Joyous, Irresponsible 


‘sa 


PABA WT BAO OM - Sh we Re 4 


With Improvements 
Vvette—So she’s going to marry Jack. Poor 
thing! He’s awfully flat 
Well, he has a steam yacht, an auto, 
a string of saddle horses, his own golf links 
Vvette—I see—a flat with all the modern im- 


Record 


Grayvee 


provements 


Sotto Voce 
Prof.—*‘—and I may say, that I am the 
greatest living authority on this subject—”’ 
Sotto Voce in the Rear—Whassa matter? Did 
he kill all the rest?’’—Gargoyle 


Strix Flammea Grammaticus 
I’m only a measly inordinate owl, 
Vagrant and frequently crude; 
My nails are uncared for, my voice is untrained 
AND 


I sometimes use mouses for food 


Ihe words which repose in my slender vocab 
Are decidedly simple and few, 
Yes, I’m only a night-going bum of a bird 
BUT 
I’ve never said “WHOM” for “WHO.” 
Widow 


Quite Right 
“Name a thing of importance which did not 
exist in one form or another a thousand years 
ago!”’ thundered Professor Bigghed. 
“You, sir,’ suggested a meek freshman in 
| 


the front row.—Gargoyle 


| 
~ : | 
Lip Service 


} 
| 
| 
| 











He—D u believe it’s wrong to steal? 

Sh I certainly do 

He (sweetly) —Well, suppose you lend me 
a kiss. 


She (boredly)—But how would I get my 
nterest from it?—Widou 


Outdoor Life 


made the American soldier fit to 
fight and win. It builds up mind 
and body. “Paddle Your Own 
Canoe —and be sure it's an Old 
Town” Staunch, speedy, shapely 
in line and absolutely safe. Ask 
to see the unsinka- 
ble **Sponsun 
Model’’—the 
family canoe 

$51 and up 

Send for cata 

log. 


Canoeing at 
Mary Lyon 
Se 


CANOE CO. | 
1842 Main St 
Old Town, Maine 




















Cuticura Soap 


Best for Baby 


Soap Zc., Ointment 25 4 Mec., Talceum 2c, Sample 
each mailed free by ““Cuticara, Dept. B, Boston. 























A Mystery 
Irate Customer—See here, waiter. How did 
this hair get in my apple pie? 
Waiter—I don’t know how it happened, sir 
Them apples are all Baldwins.— Widow. 


In the Cafeteria 
She—Oh, do you see that terrible black bug 
crossing the table? 
He—That’s a raisin on his way to the kitchen 
Awgwan 


Use This Chest FREE 


Moth- - m= 
Proof 
Cedar 
Chest 
Sen’ on 


Free Tria! 












| Famous Piedmont Red Cedar Chests. 
Your choice of a number of st yles and designs 
senton 1s days’ free trial. A Piedmont protect 
furs woolens and plumes from moths, mice 
dustand damp. Dietinetly beautiful. Needed in 
every home asts for generations Pays for itself in what it 
saves. The Ideal wedling or birthday wift Write today for 


our new illustrated cata!+ patpaid free to you | 
. Dept. 24, Statesville, N.C.) 





r og--all pe 
PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST CO 


Don’t Wear 
a Truss 


Brooks’ Appliance, the modern 


scientific invention, the wonderful 











new discovery that relieves rup- 
ture, will be sent on trial. No ob- 
noxious springs or pads. 





MR. C. E. BROOKS 


Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 


Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and draws the 
broken parts together as you would a broken limb. No 
salves. No lies. Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove 
it. Protected by U. S. patents. Catalog and measure 
blanks mailed free. Send name and address today. 
Brooks Appliance Co., 409 State St., Marshall, Mich 














ROMEIKE’S P2555 CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper 


| clippings which may appear about you, your friends. or any sub- 


ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date."" Every news 
pow and periodical of importance in the United States and 
Zurope is searched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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/ Vocal 12008 
| saxo nic I ! +e B ‘ 
he fb ik; Ban I} 
a. } The 
4 T t t { i ly’ ) He \ 
I to Get [ ring” an¢ mil 
ngs of the hour, d get first mention 
pled w ny ordinary tune; b Just Blue 
T ‘ ¢ 
TARY Fox trot. 
Rock-A-Bye Basy. Fox trot. Joseph C. Smit 
Orchestr Victor 18 500. 
lary” i ite a popular dance lady. Th 
me n Co. have a band rendering of her that 
ry good. This orchestral one is a regular hun 
ue i in it the peri ers 1dde n bur 
rth song The lian t-rocker on tl 
erst prises s¢ ul neat “O} 
dy! Lady!’ 
Ir-o Oy ‘ 
I Lire I HE Otp Doc Yi ] t 
\ Repu sand. Pathé 22000 
dd ” pa P < ent 
by a saxophone The ! 
r , ot 4 and-dance i ] 
{ B 1 the Gun.” 

Ow tHe Lever You're a Littie Di \! 
Fox trot. 

Waar YANKEE Doopte Says He'ti Do, Hi 
Do. Medley one-step. Prince’s Band. C 
bia 16070. 

medley One adva ge OF f ] I 
ng gether in thi iy ist ‘ 
neers with toy f conve or And ‘ 
ring a baby elephant a change 
d then gives one new cour 


ts 


NI Hah 
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Best of the New 
Phonograph Records 


Disco’s SELECTIONS 
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Guido Deir Colun 12648 
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FOR 


5 CIGARS | 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 





As a snake lies coiled in the 
constipation lurks in the 


orass, 


coils ot 


first law of body 
strikes slowly and insidiously, 


hygiene—easy, 


snake is there 
don't 


You don’t know the 
until he strikes. You 
either, that constipation may be 
chronic with you, that the food-waste 
lodged in your large intestines is de- 


know, 
é 


caying, generating dangerous poisons, 
and that although you are superticially 
well—aside from a slight irregularity 
of the bowels—you are walking to- 
ward danger. 

“Aside from a slight irregularity of 


the —which you think 
be by pills, or salts, or min- 


bowels’? can 


as 
cured’’ 


Look Out ) 


harmless only 
the 
snake's dangerous calm, he strikes, swiftly and poisonously. 
regular 


wie th a. 


pe 
—— 


is invisible, so 
intestines. If the 
If you violate the 


be cause he 


human you violate 


bowel movements —constipation 


but with poisons just as dangerous as the snake’s. 5 


It can’t. 
Violent purges only rack you, leaving 


eral waters, or castor oil. 
your muscles weaker to meet the next 
attack of constipation. The only way 
you can overcome constipation is to 
encourage nature to get rid of your 
body poisons regularly, easily, thor- 


oughly. 


Nujol does this. It is not a drug, does 
not act like any drug. It is absolute- 
ly harmless. It helps Nature re-estab- 
lish daily, thorough bowel evac- 
uation, 


easy, 


Nujol Laboratories 


STANDARD OIL 


ijol is sold only in sealed 
Mark, All 
You may suffer 


_ Warning: } 


“Nujol Laboratories, Standard Oi) Co, (New Jersey), Room 115-L, 
“Thirty Feet of Danger”. 


York. Please send me free booklet, 


Name 


Address 





CO. 
Broadway, 
bottles bearing 


druggists in U.S, 
from substitutes. 





(NEW JERSEY) 
New York 


the Nujol 
Insist on 


rrade 


and Canada Nujol, 


0 Broadway, New 








lox trot 

One- tep. Earl Fuller's Rector Novel 

tra. Columbia A2640. 

Ragged ‘Ru again—this time under the auspice 
‘2 loph ne. In the other, various instru- 
ents meet in lly and celebrate the occasion. 

| STICK IN THE a Fox trot. 

Tue Grae Bexninp tue Gun. Waltz. Yerkes 
2007 


[How ry. 


Jazarimba Band. <Aezoltan-Vocalion 12 
\ lumbering trombone flounders about grotesquely 
vhile an addle *-pated XV lophone prattles advice 





n its ear. The rhythm is decidedly catchy 
On the reverse a set of smooth-going waltzes serv 
1 contrast. 
(Vase v’Avri_. 
»;\ALseE Mar. Imperial Symphony Orchestra. 
Pathé 220175. 
\nd here are more waltzes—quite nice ones. Th 
nonths of and May are con plimented 


f April 


= | 


\ Warers or VENICI Waltz. 








) Goopsye, Avexanper. [Fox trot. Bernie and 
Baker. Vi tor 18400. 

Yet another waltz, played ef ffectively by violin and 
wccordion, as is friend “Alexander.” A good 
lance record. 

Disco gladly answers questions regarding phonographs 
and re ord of all mak : Ile will tell you whic h 
artists have recorded your favorite selections and 
vhich companies have issued them. In writing 
enclose self-addressed envelope for reply. 

This new department, which ts arousing more and 
more interest, will be a permanent feature in Jud 


Vext Week—* Home Vaudeville.” 


A Modiste 
called 


Mot 


\ gown is not creation unless it 


creates 


envy. 

















| 
You'll Have to Laugh! 


And 








THE CHILDREN’S 
ARINE LANE’S engaging comment on 
music and musicians. 
draws life sketches, and all the other ex- 
perts in entertainment, on 


THE EVENING MAIL 


At RUBE GOLDBERG’S new comic 
cartoons from Europe called “Boobs 
Abroad in 1919.” Goldberg is the 
world’s greatest cartoonist, and in this 
series he revels in fun. 

At “PETEY,” with his fat wife and 
pretty niece, a daily joy picture by 
Voight. 

At the trials and tribulations of Artist 
Hayward’s “STENOGRAPHER.” 


You Will Also Enjoy 


The MAGAZINE PAGE and the 
DRAMA and SOCIETY PAGE, which 
are pronounced the best feature pages 
in New York. Among the features 
and writers on them are: 

BURNS MANTLE, the cleverest dra- 
matic reporter in America. 

MABEL HERBERT URNER, with her 
illuminating domestic story, “The Mar- 
ried Life of Helen and Warren.” 


THOMAS E. OLIPHANT, who writes 
interesting personality stories of the 
stage and film world. 


DOLLY MADISON, whose chatty and 
intimate tales of society folk are de- 
lightful. 


EVA A. TINGEY, 
fashions from Paris. 


ROY K. MOULTON, who writes a col- 
umn of fun and smiles. 


with her newest 


CORNER. KATH- 


REX MAXON, who 
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ie 
| all foreign countries add $1.00 a year 


The Book-Seeking Youth to His Love 


By Georce S. KAurMAN 


“The custom of giving books upon St. Valentine’s Da 


has been rapidly growing the last few years, 


usually have difficulty in discovering what books are suit- 


=. 
able. 


From a publisher’ s 


but lover 


advertisement. 


QO, at a thousand book concerns 


4 pp 


\ly incandescent feeling. 


I’ve searched from floor to ceiling 
»r tome that could express how burns 


The volumes that I came upon— 


How futile and how petty! 
The placid stuff of Tennyson, 


‘The coolness of Rossetti! 


A thousand clerks have failed to find 


A suitable selection: 


No covers twain could ever bind 


My Brobdignag affection. 


A book that held but half the stuff 


That I am all upset with 


Would be a volume hot enough 


‘To light a cigarette with! 
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Good Reasoning 

Upon the prisoner 
convicted of beating his 
brother-in-law the judge 
had imposed a fine of 
$5.10. When the man had 
an opportunity he ques- 
tioned the judge about 
the amount. “What's 
the ten cents for?” he 
asked. 

“War tax,” 
judge. 

“War tax?” The pris- 
oner raised his brows 

“Why, yes,” said the 
judge, “didn’t you have 
$5.00 worth of pleasure 
beating 
brother-in-law?” 

And the bill 


without any 


said the 


out of your 
was 
paid more 


parley 


Painting the Lily 
“Your storm effect 
realistic,’’ compli- 
the dramati 


i 


very 
mented 
critic. 

“Yes, we have to 
work like thunder to get 
that,” replied the stage 
manager. 
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